

The niafl /amentahlc Tragedic 

Tituu O hecrc I lift one hand vp to heauen^ 
Audbow thisfceblcruine to the earth, 

If any power pirtics wretched teares, 

To that I call : what would thou knccle with me? 

Doe then dcare heart, for heauen fiiall hcarc our prayers^ 
Or vvithourfighs weelebrcath the welkin dinfime> 

A nd ftaine the funne with foggeas fometime cloudcs, 
When they do hog him in their melting bofomes. 

Oh hroiher fpeake with poHibiliiics, 

And do not breakeinfo ihcfcdccpccxtreames* 

Tftfij. Is not my forrow deepe, hawing noboitoinc? 
Then hemy pafliios bottomlelTe with them# 

M^ycffS . But ) et let reafon gouerne thy lament. 

Titus. If there were reafon for chefcmifcrics,. 

Then into limits cowld I bindemy woes: 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth orcflbw? 
Ifthcwindes rage, doth notthefcawaxmad, 
Thrcarning the welkin with his bigfwolncface? 

And wilt thou houca reafonfor this coilef 
lam thefea« Harkchow her figbes doc flow r 
^hceis the weeping w elkin, Iihe earth : 
i hcnmtifl: my Sea be moued with her fighe^, 

Then muftmy earth with her continiull teares, 

B::coiti€ a deluge ; oueiflowcd and drowned : 

Forwhy, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard naufti vomit them. 

Then giue meleaue, forloofers will haue Icauc) 

To eaferheir flomackes with their bitter tongues. . 

E yit er,4 tftejf^Kger with twohads and a hand. 

Mt'jfen, Worthy AndrcnicuXyW] art thou repaid^ 

For that good hand thou fentfl: thcEmperour: 
Kcer.earc the heads of thy two noble fonnes#. 
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And hccrcs thy hand in fcorneto thee fent backe : 

Thy griefes theirfports ; Thy refolution mockt : 

That woe isme to thinkc vpon thy woes, 

Morethcnrenaembranceofmyfathersdeath, Exit, 

(Jlfarc. Now let hot ;Etna coolein Cicilie, 
Andbemyhartaneuer-burninghcll ; 

Thcfe miferies are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepe, doth eafcfoinc dealc. 

But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Lffci, Ah that thisfightlbould make fodeepe a wound. 
And yet detefted lift not Ibrinkc thereat ; 

Tbat^uer death Ihould lethfe bcarc his name, 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Marc. Alas poorc hart thatkiffe is comfortlcfl'e, 
Asfrozen water toaftaruedfnakc. 

Titus. When will this fcarefull flurober haue an end i 
<Mar, Now farewell flatteric, die 
Thou dofl not flumber, feethy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heerc 2 
Thy other baniflitfonne with thisdecrc fight 
Strucke pale and bloodleflc,and thy brother I, 

Ellen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will Icon troule my griefes, 

B ent of thy filucr haivc, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofingvp of eur taoft wretched eyes; 

Now is a time to ftormc, why artthon ftill f 
Tttut, Ha, ha, ha. 

Adare, Why doft thou laughfit fits not with this hoiire. 
Tituu Why 1 haue not another tearcto lEed ; ’ 

Befides, this forrow is an encmic, 

And would vfurpe vponmy watry eyes, 

Andmakc them blinde with tnbutarie teares. 

Then which way fiiaill fin de Bleu enges Cauc2 
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